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ORIGINAL CHARACTERS 


Those remaining in Casablanca at the end of the film : 

Rick Blaine (expatriate proprietor of Cafe Americain) 

Captain Renault (Prefect of Police) 

Sam (pianist at Cafe Americain, now playing at The Blue Parrot) 

Herr Heinze (German consul) 

Ferrari (underworld figure and owner of The Blue Parrot) 

Carl (German refugee; jovial, bespectacled waiter at Cafe Americain) 

Sacha (young, friendly Russian bartender at Cafe Americain, now at The Blue Parrot) 
Yvonne (young French woman who "constitutes an entire second front") 

Emil (croupier at Cafe Americain) 

Emile (waiter at Cafe Americain; not to be confused with Emil, above) 

Abdul (guard at private door to gambling room in Cafe Americain) 

Paul (headwaiter at Cafe Americain) 

Berger (Norwegian with Lorraine Cross signet ring; jailed after raid on Cafe Dubois) 
Lieutenant Casselle (Renault's aide; among the gendarmes at the airport) 

Captain Tonelli (Italian officer, always arguing with Casselle) 

Annina and Jan (young Bulgarian couple whom Rick has helped) 

Orderly (luggage handler; saw shooting at the airport) 

Pick-pocket (works the bazaar and always remarks "Vultures, everywhere") 
Musicians in Sam's band 

4 Gendarmes (come with Casselle in squad car to the airport) 

3 German officers 

Those missing in action : 

Ugarte (arrested at Cafe Amercain - dies in police custody) 

Viktor Laszlo and lisa Lund (departed by plane for Lisbon) 

Major Strasser (shot and killed at Casablanca airport) 


NEW CHARACTERS: 

Colonel Brucke (SS officer stationed in Paris, he is sent to Casablanca to investigate 
the shooting of Major Strasser) 

Marika Magritte (Brucke's Belgian secretary) 

Ilena Larovina ("breath-taking blonde" whom Renault mentions to Rick; an SS agent) 
Corina (singer/guitarist at Cafe Americain; knew Rick during Spanish civil war) 

Dr. Dinesen (Danish scientist) 

Ali (cloth merchant at the bazaar) 



Under-view 


Once again, we return to Casablanca, some eighteen months after the Germans entered 
Paris. You may be asking: Why go back? 

Why do you think? It's not just a matter of royalties from a successful series. 

THE BLUE PARROT begins with the final scene of Casablanca (1942) - that is, with 
Victor Laszlo saying "Everything is in order" and continuing through to Rick's closing line: 
"Louis, I think this is the beginning of a beautiful friendship." Then the conversation between 
Rick Blaine and Louis Renault simply continues as they continue walking, and their situation 
plays itself out. 

But, of course, THE BLUE PARROT* is theatre, isn't it? 

In real life, as everyone knows, things are different. That's why we must go back. In our never- 
ending quest for Truth, Justice, and Meaning Itself, we must return to the airport and, this time, 
get things right. 


[*NOTE: What in hell is The Blue Parrot ? Well, it's in-progress. A sequel to Casablanca , the 
author made a mistake in simultaneously starting a second sequel: The Other Parrot. And this is 
it. However, for reasons that will become obvious, this particular sequel must remain unfinished. 
A great loss, surely.l 


Onward... 



The Other Parrot 


Scene 1 

(A foggy night at the airport in Casablanca, French Morocco. Hurried preparations are 
underway for an immediate departure. Waiting expectantly are ILSA LUND, CAPTAIN 
RENAULT and RICK BLAINE. Enter, from around a corner, VIKTOR LASZLO.) 

LASZLO: Everything is in order. 

RICK: All except one thing. There's something you should know before you leave. 

LASZLO: Monsieur Blaine, I don't ask you to explain anything. 

RICK: I'm going to anyway, because it may make a difference to you later on. You said 

you knew about lisa and me (in Paris). What you didn't know is that she was at my place last 
night, when you were. She came there for the letters of transit. Isn't that true, lisa? 

ILSA: Yes. 

RICK: She tried everything to get them and nothing worked. She did her best to 

convince me that she was still in love with me — but that was all over long ago. For your sake 
she pretended it wasn't, and I let her pretend. 

LASZLO: I understand. 

RICK: Here it is. (He gives the letters to Laszlo.) 

LASZLO: Thanks. I appreciate it. (They shake hands.) Welcome back to the fight. This 

time I know our side will win. 

(There is a roar of engines, as the plane for Lisbon readies for take-off.) 

LASZLO: Are you ready, lisa? 

ILSA: Yes, I'm ready. Goodbye Rick. God bless you. 

RICK: You better hurry or you'll miss that plane. 

(LASZLO and ILSA leave to board the plane, arm in arm.) 

RENAULT: Well, I was right. You are a sentimentalist. 

RICK: (Holding the gun in his pocket.) Stay where you are. I don't know what you're 

talking about. 



RENAULT: What you just did for Laszlo, and that fairy tale you invented to send lisa away 

with him. I know a little about women, my friend. She went, but she knew you were lying. 

RICK: Anyway, thanks for helping me out. 

RENAULT: I suppose you know this isn't going to be very pleasant for either of us — 

especially you. I'll have to arrest you, of course. 

RICK: As soon as the plane goes, Louis. 

[A speeding car approaches and screeches to a halt. MAJOR STRASSER disembarks.] 
STRASSER: What was the meaning of that phone call? 

RENAULT: Ask Messieur Rick. 

(Strasser moves toward a phone box.) 


RICK: 

Get away from that phone. 

STRASSER: 

I'd advise you not to interfere ! 

RICK: 

I was willing to shoot Captain Renault, and I'm willing to shoot you 

STRASSER: 

Hello?? 

RICK: 

Put that phone down! 

STRASSER: 

Get me the radio tower! ! (Draws a gun.) 

RICK: 

Put it down!! (Shoots) 


(Strasser falls down dead.) 

[A squad car carrying five GENDARMES (including CASSELLE) arrives. They disembark 
quickly and try to assess the situation.) 

RENAULT: Major Strasser has been shot. Round up the usual suspects. 

OFFICER: Oui, mon Capitaine. (To the squad) Allez a cette voiture. Maintenant ! 

(STRASSER is carried to the car. With siren blaring, the squad car speeds away.) 

RENAULT: (Walks to a nearby stand/desk, and opens a bottle of Vichy water) Well, Rick - 

you're not only a sentimentalist, but you've become a patriot. 



RICK: 


Maybe... but it seemed like a good time to start. 


RENAULT: I think perhaps you're right. (He looks at the label, then throws the bottle into a 

trash basket.) 

(The plane for Lisbon lifts off the runway. Renault and Rick begin walking off together.) 

RENAULT: It might be a good idea for you to disappear from Casablanca for a while. There's 

a free Trench garrison over at Brazzaville. I could be induced to arrange a passage. 

RICK: By letter of transit? I could use a trip. But it doesn't make any difference about 

our bet. You still owe me 10,000 francs. 

RENAULT: And that 10,000 francs should pay our expenses. 

RICK: Our expenses? Louis, I think this is the beginning of a beautiful friendship. 

RENAULT: Lriendship? No, no. A business arrangement. Simple self-interest, Ricky. 

RICK: And here I thought we were getting along so well. 

RENAULT: (Smiles.) We'll need documentation. You know how the Germans, er, Vichy, 

appreciate papers being in order. 

RICK: That would be your department, wouldn't it? 

RENAULT: Yes, I suppose it would be. So then, shall we say seven o'clock, at the Prefect's 

Office? It might be a good idea to make an early start. 

RICK: You, in before ten? 

RENAULT: Well, under the circumstances... An hour ago, had you any idea we'd both be 

vacationing in Brazzaville? 

RICK: My point exactly. Under the circumstances, as you say, it wouldn't do for you to 

be seen tomorrow morning in the company of some guy last seen standing over Major Strasser. 

RENAULT: I see what you mean. One might be judged by the company one keeps. Yes, we'd 

better get a move on - and that means tonight. 

RICK: It may not be as easy as that, Louis. 

RENAULT: I can't see why not? My subalterns are chasing around for the usual suspects. 

They'll be all night preparing for the morning lineup. 


[They stop walking] 



RICK: 


The morning lineup? 


RENAULT: Why, Ricky, I thought you knew! It's a standing tradition from the previous 

administration. When I became prefect, I vowed to carry on. As I recall, I received quite a 
round of applause. 

RICK: All the same, we're in a jam. 

RENAULT: Explain. 

RICK: Well, c'mon. Did you order the squad car to the airport? 

RENAULT: No, I telephoned Strasser. Surely you've guessed by now. So, it must have been 

Strasser who called in the... 

RICK: Exactly. 

RENAULT: Oh, I see! He must have telephoned either the... 

RICK: (interrupting) Either the police, or Heinze, or both. In any event, Heinze knows 

by now. 


RENAULT: Yes, most likely. 

RICK: Of course he knows. He's the consul. The consul is always informed when 

something untoward happens to a citizen of the Reich. 

RENAULT: Especially an official of the Reich. Oh, dear. That's no good. What's next, do 


you think? 

RICK: 

RENAULT: 

RICK: 

RENAULT: 

RICK: 

RENAULT: 

RICK: 


Well, put yourself in Heinze's jackboots. Can you trust French police? 
You're quite right. The Nazis trust no one. 

So, before they turn Casablanca inside out... 

Heinze would bring in someone. Someone to exert pressure on Vichy. 
Probably an investigator. Probably Gestapo. That's just for starters. 
Ah, Ricky. No wonder you play chess against yourself! 

And I always lose, don't forget. 


[They resume walking] 



RENAULT: You're saying that Heinze has already mobilized. 

RICK: Louis, you can bet on it. The Germans won't chase their own tail, much less 

someone else's. The usual suspects won't avail anything this time. 

RENAULT: Perhaps one should make that assumption. 

RICK: We're in a jam. We could be stuck 'til the cows come home. 

RENAULT : What? Stuck in a fog, indefinitely? 

RICK: Yeah, I know. It sounds like standing in front of a dead tree. 

RENAULT: A dead tree? Whatever do you mean? 

RICK: Waiting for Godot, Louis. 

RENAULT: But how can you say that? This is 1941. En attendant Godot hasn't been written 

yet. Surely you know that! 

[They stop walking] 

RICK: Now wait a minute. I just gave you the title, didn't I? Let's keep it simple, Louis. 

How do you know that it hasn't been written yet? 

RENAULT: How do I know? Synchronic and diachronic markers, Ricky. One really must 

keep them straight. Lor now, let's just say that life presents a large number of epistemological 
difficulties. 

RICK: You're tap dancing, Louis. But you do have a point. 

RENAULT: Voila. 

[They resume walking] 

RICK: You know, I shouldn't be in this mess. The role was offered to George Raft. If he 

hadn't turned it down, he would be here, instead of me. 

RENAULT: What? George Raft as you? 

RICK: Sure, why not? Better than Ronald Reagan. 


[They stop walking] 



RENAULT: But you know Raft. He'd be standing around, flipping a coin! How would that 

play, here in the fog? 

RICK: I dunno. You might say it's an epistemological problem. (Reaching into his 

pocket) Shall we find out? (Flips the coin) Call it. 

RENAULT: If you insist. Tails. 

RICK: Nope. Heads. (Flips the coin) Call it. 

RENAULT: Heads. 

RICK: Nope. Tails. (Flips the coin) Call it. 

RENAULT: Tails. 

RICK: It's heads. (Flips the coin) Call it. 

RENAULT: All right, heads. 

RICK: Uh-uh. It's tails. (Flips the coin) Call it. 

RENAULT: Heads. 

RICK: Tails. (Flips the coin) Call it. 

RENAULT: Heads. 

RICK: Tails. (Flips the coin) Call it. 

RENAULT: All right, tails. 

RICK: Heads. (Flips the coin) Call it. 

RENAULT: Heads. 

RICK: Sorry, Louis. 

RENAULT: I thought the odds were 50-50! 

RICK: They are. If we do this long enough, sooner or later you'll win. 

RENAULT: Hmm. 


[They resume walking] 



RENAULT: Oh, now I get it. We were spoofing Rosencrantz and Guildenstern Are Dead , am 

I right? 

RICK: Don't be absurd, Louis. Rosencrantz and Guildenstern hasn't been written yet. 

RENAULT: Ah. Quite right. This is 1941, still. 

RICK: So, where were we? We'd better figure something. And fast. 

RENAULT: Right. Suppose we assume that Heinze has called someone in. 

RICK: All right. Suppose we do. 

RENAULT: That someone is likely to be from State Security, wouldn't you say? 

RICK: I said Gestapo, didn't I? They've got the clout, all right. 

RENAULT: Then that someone would be coming from Paris, not Berlin. You know German 

efficiency. 

RICK: Sounds about right. 

RENAULT: I think the Paris office would send their new man, just to get him out of the way. 

RICK: Why, who's the new man? 

RENAULT: A young fellow: Colonel Briicke. My informants tell me that he's different. 

RICK: Yeah? How so? 

RENAULT: Oh, in a number of ways. 

RICK: Give me a 'for instance'. 

RENAULT: All right. Colonel Briicke is about thirty, and he's educated. He speaks several 

languages: German, of course, but also Trench and English. Apparently, he reads Latin, Greek, 
and Hebrew. 

RICK: Hebrew? 

RENAULT: No, it may have been Aramaic. Whichever it is, they say Briicke has an interest 

in ancient manuscripts. 

RICK: How do you know all this, Louis? 

RENAULT: No mystery, at all. Vichy puts out a weekly newsletter. 



RICK: 


C'mon. You're pulling my leg! 


RENAULT: Now, why would I do that? 

RICK: Then tell me: Why would the Paris office want to get him out of the way? 

RENAULT: To send him down a rabbit hole. How else would you describe Casablanca? 

RICK: I guess 'rabbit hole' will do. Anything else? 

RENAULT: As a matter of fact, yes. And you'll like this one, Ricky. He has a secretary. 

RICK: Yeah? So what? 

RENAULT: You know her, that's what. 

RICK: I know Colonel Briicke's secretary? 

RENAULT: You do. 

RICK: How's that? 

RENAULT: Paris. La Belle Aurore. 

RICK: La Belle Aurore? Could be. It's true that, once upon a time, Miss Lund and I 

frequented La Belle Aurore. Sam played there. As I recall, we were drinking champagne on the 
day the Germans marched into town. They wore gray, she wore blue. 

RENAULT: Told you you're a sentimentalist! 

RICK: Stop it! So who's this secretary I'm supposed to know? 

RENAULT: Lovely girl, Ricky. She worked there part-time. 

RICK: La Belle Aurore, you say? Oh, I know. You mean that art student. 

RENAULT: Yes, Marika. Sorry, I don't recall her surname. 

RICK: She's Briicke's secretary? 

RENAULT: That she is. 

RICK: You know, Louis, she was connected with the underground. 

RENAULT: Really! Then perhaps the underground will be infiltrating the Paris office! 



RICK: 


So it seems. 


RENAULT: Indeed. The plot thickens. My guess is that Colonel Briicke is on a plane to 

Casablanca, this very moment - and he's bringing his secretary with him. 

RICK: Could be. 

RENAULT: We might also suppose that they will be here by morning. 

RICK: You mean that the plane carrying Laszlo and Lund will turn right around? 

RENAULT: No, no. That's not like you, Ricky, to confuse Lisbon with Paris! Colonel Briicke 

would be coming in from Paris. Laszlo went to Lisbon, remember. 

RICK: Yeah, that's right. I think this fog is having an effect on my head. Louis, you 

don't happen to have a flask on you, do you? 

RENAULT: Never leave home without it! (Reaching into a pocket) Calvados all right? 

RICK: (Taking the flask) Apple jack, you mean. Sure, it'll do. (Takes a swig) 

RENAULT: (Reaching for the flask) Share and share alike, Ricky. 

RICK: Of course. 

RENAULT: (Takes a swallow and returns the flask to his pocket) I must say, that hits the spot. 

RICK: Thanks for the swig. 

RENAULT: Anytime. Although me may want to conserve it. 

RICK: I think you're right. As you say, we're in a jam. 

RENAULT: No, Ricky, I think it was you who said that. 

RICK: Did I? 

RENAULT: You did. Just a moment ago. 

RICK: Well, in any case, we're still in a jam. 

RENAULT: D'accord. 

RICK: Maybe we should take a moment to assess our options. We haven't really thought 

this thing through yet. 



RENAULT: No, we haven't. 


RICK: Then we need to do that. 

RENAULT: Yes, I suppose we should, then. 

RICK: So, let's do it. 

RENAULT: All right. You go first. 

RICK: All right, I will. You suggested we skip over to Brazzaville. That's very neat, but 

it's also three thousand miles from here, Louis, so we'd need a plane. Unless you think we could 
make the trip by camel. 

RENAULT: Now let's not get testy, Ricky. Neither of us expected Major Strasser at the 

airport, and there's been little time to think since you pulled the trigger. 

RICK: I've already pointed out that you and I were last seen standing over his dead body. 

RENAULT: Right. And how many saw us? 

RICK: Let's see. There was the porter. Probably the control tower. All the gendarmes, 

of course. I think there were five of them in that squad car. 

RENAULT: And one of them was my aide, Casselle. 

RICK: Casselle, too? I must have missed him. 

RENAULT: He was there, all right. He came with the others. 

RICK: Well, that's not good. 

RENAULT: No, it isn't. He's ambitious, Casselle. 

RICK: That's even worse. Is he Vichy or Tree Trench? 

RENAULT : He's a career man with a framed photograph of Marshal Petain on his desk. 

RICK: Then you're cooked. 

RENAULT: I prefer you saying "That's not good". 

RICK: In any case, we're still in a jam. 

RENAULT: And you keep saying that. 



RICK: 


Well, has anything changed since I last said it? 


RENAULT: At least one thing: Brazzaville is clearly out. 

RICK: Then you still owe me ten thousand francs. 

RENAULT: That's another problem. 

RICK: Ah. What you mean is that you don't have it. 

RENAULT: No. I mean, yes - I don't have it on me. 

RICK: Then we're both cooked. 

RENAULT: (Reaching into his pocket) I think I could use a little more Calvados. And you? 
RICK: Sure, why not. Although, as you say, we may need to conserve it. 

RENAULT: You know Ricky, sometimes you sound like Sam Spade, the detective. 

RICK: D'ya think? I always thought Spade sounded a lot like Philip Marlowe. 

RENAULT: Then you've read Raymond Chandler, too? 

RICK: Sure I've read Hammett and Chandler. 

RENAULT : Which do you like the better? 

RICK: Six of one, a half dozen of the other. To me, it's all one. 

RENAULT: For you perhaps, but I prefer Chandler. 

RICK: Not to change the subject, Louis, but where are we walking? 

RENAULT: Along the runway, of course. 

RICK: No, I mean where exactly ? The destination. 

RENAULT: I thought you had a destination in mind. 

RICK: And I, you. 

RENAULT: You mean we're just... keeping pace with each other? 



RICK: Sure looks that way. You've been tagging along with me, and I've been tagging 

along with you. 

RENAULT: Oh, really? Then that's one on us! 

RICK: And this fog's as thick as pea soup. 

RENAULT: That may be, Ricky, but we're hardly lost. 

RICK: No... I suppose we might double back. Return. That's one destination. 

RENAULT: You mean 'retrace our steps'? Backtrack? 

RICK: Something like that, yes. 

RENAULT: But that would be pointless. We'd just have to set out again. 

RICK: No, I suppose we shouldn't be seen standing where we were last seen standing. 

RENAULT: Well then, where should we be seen standing? 

RICK: We probably shouldn't be seen standing anywhere. 

RENAULT: Nonetheless, we should stop, until we decide where we're walking. 

RICK: Fine with me. These Florsheim shoes aren't broken in, quite. 

[They stop walking! 

RENAULT: You're wearing new shoes on a night like this? 

RICK: What's 'a night like this' got to do with it? 

RENAULT: We've been taking a rather long walk, haven't we? 

RICK: I didn't plan to take a long walk any more than I planned to shoot Strasser. 

RENAULT: But you might have foreseen the possibility? 

RICK: Of what? Louis, are you talking about my shoes or my gun? 

RENAULT: I'm talking about your plan. 

RICK: What about it? 

RENAULT: You induced me to your cafe to entrap Victor Laszlo, did you not? 



RICK: Yes, I did. I needed your signature on those letters of transit. 

RENAULT: You pointed your gun at me. 

RICK: Yes, I did. But you knew I wouldn't shoot you. The gun was just an opportunity 

for you to do the right thing and still have an excuse for doing it. 

RENAULT: Maybe. 

[They resume walking] 

RICK: Sure it was. But then you had to call Strasser instead of the airport. Now why'd 

you go and do a thing like that, Louis? 

RENAULT: Reflexes, Ricky. Survival instinct. 

RICK: Well, it sure threw a monkey wrench into everything. 

RENAULT: I miscalculated. I didn't think Strasser would arrive first. Oh, I knew he would 

call for support, of course. And call for his driver, who was already off duty. That's why I 
expected the squad to arrive first. Then again, I expected the squad car to arrive after the plane 
got away, didn't I? 

RICK: I guess that's the way it goes. Well, Louis, if things had gone as you calculated, I 

wouldn't be taking a hike in new shoes. 

RENAULT: No, I suppose not. 

RICK: Not only that, had either of our plans gone as expected, everything would have 

worked out just swell. 

RENAULT: Yes, I see that now. 

RICK: I guess neither of us saw the possibilities any better than we imagined Strasser 

showing up. Which makes the two of us a real pair to draw to. 

RENAULT: A pair of jokers, you mean. 

RICK: You could say that. 

RENAULT: And one might say it again. 

RICK: If it makes you feel any better, go ahead. 


RENAULT: Line. We're a pair of jokers. 



RICK: 


Yes, we are. 


RENAULT: Still, self-chastisement won't get us anywhere. 

RICK: No. No point in kicking a dead horse. 

RENAULT : What's done is done. 

RICK: Water under the bridge. 

RENAULT: That's something Sam would say. 

RICK: Sure is. 

RENAULT: Say, what about Sam? 

[They stop walking] 

RICK: What about him? 

RENAULT : Suppose that we could make contact with him, and he could make contact with 

Marika, and she could make contact with the underground, and... 

RICK: That's a lot of ifs, Louis. 

RENAULT: I thought we were failing to see the possibilities? 

RICK: Well, we haven't imagined what might happen. That's for sure. Not up 'til now, 

anyway. 

RENAULT: Then I suggest we try. 

RICK: Try what? 

RENAULT: Try to imagine what might happen, of course. 

RICK: It's a little late, don't you think? 

RENAULT: It could save you a blister or two, walking around in circles. 

RICK: In new shoes. 

RENAULT: Precisely. 


RICK: 


All right, shoot. I'm listening. 



RENAULT: What was I saying? I've lost the thread... 

RICK: I believe you were saying: "Suppose that we could make contact with him, and he 

could make contact with Marika, and she could make contact with the underground, and..." 

RENAULT: Him? Who's that? Make contact with whom? 

RICK: Why, Sam, of course. 

RENAULT: Ah! Sam! 

RICK: Yes, Sam. So, all right, we make contact with Sam. Then what? 

RENAULT: Well, that's the question, isn't it! 

RICK: Look, this was your idea. 

RENAULT: Have you a better one? 

RICK: We may not be walking, Louis, but we are going 'round in a circle. 

RENAULT: I suppose you think that's my fault. 

RICK: Well, so far your contribution... 

RENAULT : I wouldn't go about assigning blame, Rick. 

RICK: I'm not assigning blame. 

RENAULT: Well, what would you call it? 

RICK: What would I call whatl 

RENAULT: Oh, never mind. We're going around in a circle. 

RICK: I just said that. 

RENAULT: So did I! 

RICK: Then we agree, then. 

RENAULT: D'accord. 


RICK: 


All right, d'accord. 



RENAULT: All right. So, do you think we should make contact with Sam? 

RICK: Who else have we got? You can't trust Casselle. 

RENAULT: There's Ferrari. 

RICK: Maybe. Then again, if we hook up with Sam, Ferrari will know about it, one way 

or another. 

RENAULT : Ferrari has contacts with the underground. 

RICK: You mean the underworld. 

RENAULT: What difference does it make, if one or the other can help us get to Brazzaville? 

RICK: Well, if it comes to that. But you're still forgetting one thing. 

RENAULT: What's that? 

RICK: We're broke. The underground may trade in clam shells, but the underworld... 

RENAULT: Is hardly a philanthropic organization, I know. They're businessmen, Ricky. 

Entrepreneurs. 

RICK: Exactly. Moneymen. A distinctly different kettle of fish. 

RENAULT : It makes the world go 'round, Ricky. 

RICK: What does, love or money? 

RENAULT: One can buy the other, you know. 

RICK: Really? 

RENAULT: Well, a reasonable facsimile, anyway. 

RICK: A facsimile? 

RENAULT: Yes. A simulacrum. 

RICK: A what? 

RENAULT: A simulacrum. 


RICK: 


Oh, now don't start going fancy on me, will ya? 



RENAULT: 

RICK: 

RENAULT: 

RICK: 

RENAULT: 

RICK: 

RENAULT: 

RICK: 

RENAULT: 

RICK: 

RENAULT: 

RICK: 

RENAULT: 
too, have you 

RICK: 

RENAULT: 

RICK: 

RENAULT: 

RICK: 

RENAULT: 

RICK: 

RENAULT: 

RICK: 

RENAULT: 


Whatever do you mean? 

You know very well what I mean! 

Do I? That, too, suggests a problem in epistemology. 

Would you stop it! 

I'm only saying... 

All right, already! I get it! You're French. I'm not. 

What does being French have to do with it? 

If anyone should know, I think you would. 

Transcendental idealism disturbs you, does it? 

Not particularly. I've read Thoreau. 

Thoreau? That's a French name. 

American transcendentalist, Louis. Nineteenth century. 

American transcendentalist? Well, why not. You have American impressionists, 
not? 

Yeah, I suppose so. 

Well, there it is. 

There's what? 

Another circularity, Ricky. 

Not that again ! Why do I bother? 

Because we must. It comes with the territory. (Shakes his head) Tsk-tsk. 

Okay, I suppose maybe I am a bit testy. But that's only because we're in a jam. 
Yes, you keep saying that. 

Well, has anything changed since I last said it? 

At least one thing: Ferrari is out. Sam's our best bet 



RICK: Sam or no Sam, we're still in a jam. 

RENAULT: But, we're making progress. 

RICK: If you say so. 

RENAULT: Indeed, I do. Sam's the best idea we've had all night. 

RICK: Sure. Maybe we could hide in Sam's piano. Is that what you're suggesting? 

RENAULT: Hm. You know, you may be onto something, Rick. 

RICK: Right. Sam ships his piano over to Brazzaville, to get it tuned. And we're inside. 

RENAULT: Of course not. If s the principle that I am suggesting. Sam could arrange for us to 

be shipped out with freight. Or very like that. 

RICK: Ha! We'd do better if Ali put us in baskets strapped to a camel. We could get out 

of town by caravan. 

RENAULT: Sounds like you've been reading The Arabian Nights'. 

RICK: You're the one who says the world is text, Louis. 

RENAULT: An idea is an idea, whatever its source. You know, that just might work. 

RICK: But what if the Germans decide to stick a bayonet through the basket? 

RENAULT: Then we're cooked, as you say. 

RICK: So, maybe we should think of something else. 

RENAULT: Lor instance? 

RICK: Lor instance, what if we dressed like Ali? 

RENAULT: No, no. Our faces would never pass, even with makeup. 

RICK: What if we wore veils? 

RENAULT: What, dress as women? Ali with two women? 

RICK: Is that so strange? He's permitted four, I believe. 

RENAULT: That's not what I meant, but yes. Good point. He A permitted four. You know, 

Rick, I've sometimes thought of converting to Islam. There's much to recommend it. 



RICK: 


I thought you preferred serial polygamy. 


RENAULT: That's on Monday, Wednesday, and Friday. 

RICK: And on weekends? 

RENAULT: I think perhaps we're losing our focus? 

RICK: If you say so. 

RENAULT: Ali with two wives. It might work. 

RICK: Well, we gotta try something. We're in a jam. 

RENAULT: Yes, you keep saying that. 

RICK: Has anything changed since I last said it? 

[Now, the dialogue could go on and on like this, until Rick and Louis finally 
decide that none of their plans will work. Nor can they agree on what to do 
first. So, they return to flipping the coin:] 


RICK: 

All right, as you insist. Two out of three. 

Call it. 

RENAULT: 

Tails. 


RICK: 

Nope. Heads. (Flips the coin) Call it. 


RENAULT: 

Heads. 


RICK: 

Nope. Tails. 


RENAULT: 

Three out of five, then. 


RICK: 

All right, if you insist. Three out of five. 

(Flips the coin) Call it. 

RENAULT: 

Tails. 


RICK: 

It's heads. 


RENAULT: 

Let's make it five out of nine. 




RICK: 

Done. (Flips the coin) Call it. 

RENAULT: 

Heads. 

RICK: 

Sorry, Louis. 

RENAULT: 

I thought the odds were 50-50! 

RICK: 

They are. If we do this long enough, sooner or later you'll win. 


[Ad infinitum] 


All right, already. Enough of The Other Parrot. Perhaps I can return to The Blue Parrot without 
this sophomoric distraction. Not sure I can pull off a sequel to Casablanca, but Riche intends to 
give it a go. 
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